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into a bus, taken out and put into a tug, put into a
bus again, and shown the docks. The Poles are very
proud of Gdynia, and they have every right to be.
Only a few years ago, it was nothing but a fishing
village. Now it is a real port, to say nothing of its
being a seaside resort, almost entirely filled with
young men wearing comic hats. It has grown nearly
as fast as those famous Klondyke towns. It Is grow-
ing now. All the officials we met there were extremely
energetic, voluble, and proud, and I am sure they are
all happy men. They are creating something, seeing
the thing grow, and not hanging about, reading
Spengler. It was good to see a port coming into exist-
ence, after seeing so many ports sinking into a decline.
Even when those Poles insisted on my examining
their methods of cleaning rice or storing tinned apri-
cots, and it was one of those hot, tiring days, I still
admired them.

They had put the same energy and exuberance into
the official lunch they gave us, a lunch that offered
one enough food and drink and speechifying for two
or three wedding breakfasts and a conference. It
ended about four, and then, pleased but dazed, we
were put into a large launch or a small steamer, only
to find that its saloon was crammed with more food
and drink the very sight of which sent us reeling back,
affrighted. Dimly I remember that launch or
steamer, that shadowy vessel, making its way back to
Danzig, where an optimistic young man in a raincoat
tried to explain to us something about the docks,